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A Week Out 


Author's Notes: 
Heavy BDSM content: 


Jon had been in a rough spot for a few days. He was tired of having people do his hair, do his makeup, and 
take pictures of him all day long. The only way he was getting through some of the sessions was with drugs, 
something he had promised both Richie and Dorothea he'd lay off. He wasn't the nicest person when he was in 
a bad mood anyway, and when he was on anything, it made it much worse. Richie worried he didn't even know 


what he was taking - that he was just asking Doc for whatever to get through the day. 


They were back in Vancouver, a week before their first headlining show. Jon and Richie were back in their old 


hotel room. Richie had been back in the room for hours before Jon showed up - Jon was the photographers’ 


baby. 


Jon was cranky. And he and Richie had not had alone time in weeks. He walked in the room about to start 


bitching, and Richie just pointed at the wall. Jon knew what it meant. He took his jacket off, and knelt facing the 
wall, with his hands behind his back. He rested his forehead on the wall. 


He didn't mind this position; it helped ground him. Settle his brain down. Prep for whatever was next. More 
often than not, when Richie put him in this position, that was all he needed. Tonight though, he needed more 


and he knew it. 
After about IO minutes, Richie told him to get up. "Well?" 


"Sir..." Jon was struggling a little. "I need you tonight" Jon kicked off his boots and knelt at Richie's feet. Richie 
unbuckled his belt, the one with studs on it, and unzipped his pants, but did not free his cock. 


"Rough?" 


Jon looked at the ground and said "yes, sir," very quietly. Richie grabbed him by the hair and gently led him 


back over to the wall. This time, Jon faced outward. 

‘lm going to use you hard tonight, boy." 

"Yes, sir" 

"Do you have the strap with you?" 

"Yes, sir." Jon pointed at his suitcase. He saw tears in his future. 


Richie ran his fingers through Jon's teased and hairspray hair. He grabbed him by the nape of the neck and 
freed his cock with his other hand. Jon opened his mouth eagerly. Forced oral got to him every time, and 
Richie never disappointed. He face-fucked him *hard*, making Jon gag more than a few times. Jon wanted to 


Richie to come in his mouth, but he suspected he wouldn't allow that tonight. 


Instead, Richie pulled out and came all over Jon's face. With the thick layers of makeup still on, it was quite the 
look for Jon. Richie loved it. 


Richie helped Jon stand, and Jon waited for his directions. Richie pulled his belt out of his pants, and stood 
there with it doubled over as he told Jon to strip naked, and lay across the end of the bed The studs in that 
belt left deep bruises on Jon, that lasted for a few days - and Jon loved them, after the fact. This part 
though, hurt like hell. 


Jon dropped his clothes in a pile at the foot of the bed, and bent over. He braced himself, he knew by now this 
whipping would really hurt - and it was what he needed. The first dozen or so, Richie made him thank him for 
each blow and ask for the next. Then he decided to speed up the blows and not wait for Jon's request. Jon 


buried his head in his arms and took the rest in relative silence. 


Richie walked over to Jon's suitcase and grabbed the strap. They had both played with it a little, but nothing 
hard. Nothing close to real punishment with it. Richie laid the strap on the bed next to Jon and went to the 


bathroom and got a warm wash cloth for Jon to wash his face off. 


After Jon had washed the cum and most of the makeup off of his face, Richie took his chiseled chin in his 
hand and made him look up at him. He kissed him passionately. Deeply. Jon knew there was going to be a lot of 
lovemaking tonight. 


"I think | can get there tonight. Do you want me to try?" 


What Richie meant was that he thought he could use the strap on Jon's bare back as *real* punishment. 


Harder than Jon could ask for on his own, or would want to take. 

"Yes, sir, | do." Jon picked up the strap and put it in Richie's hands. "I love you." 
Jon had never said that before. And he'd never let Richie say it either. 

"| love you, too, Jonny.” Richie took the strap and pointed back at the wall. 


While he was getting used to the weight and feel of the double strap, Richie used the strap across Jon's 
already bruised ass. He placed his left arm across Jon's back and swung the strap hard with his right. Jon was 
whimpering already. That quickly turned into swearing. 


Richie stepped back and drew imaginary lines in a diagonal on Jon's back. It sent shivers down Jon's legs and 
gave him goosebumps. "I can start with my belt, if you want. Or even yours." Jon shook his head. To get lost in 
this, he needed it to feel like real punishment. 


Richie pressed his body up against Jon's. Jon felt how hard Richie was again. He was looking forward to getting 
fucked good and hard. But he had to take his punishment first. Richie kissed the back of Jon's neck and stepped 
back. 


He lay the first stripe with the strap across Jon's left shoulder. He'd gotten good with this strap. He began to 
hit harder and move slowly across Jon's back. By the time he was half away across, Jon was crumbling. Richie 
held him up with one arm, and Jon broke down crying with the next blow. Richie finished laying the stripes on 

Jon's back, and didn't help him stand anymore. 


Jon struggled, but took every blow until Richie had made the pattern he wanted to make on his back. Richie led 
Jon over to the bed, stripped off the rest of his own clothing. 


Richie paused. Jon was crying and sore. He wanted to make love to him, not take him roughly - but he knew 
what Jon wanted, and needed. He grabbed a condom, a small amount of lube and forced himself into Jon 


roughly. He bit down on Jon's welts on his back and fucked him *hard.* 


After cleaning Jon up, and letting him curl into a ball while still quietly sobbing, Richie walked into the bathroom 
to finish cleaning himself up. 


By the time he crawled into bed next to Jon, he was sound asleep. Richie wrapped his body around his and 


pulled Jon into his arms. 


They both overslept the next morning, and woke to Doc banging on the door. 


Over Richie's Lap 


Author's Notes: 
Spanking content. Not rough. 


Jon buried his head under the covers and hoped that Doc wouldn't notice he was in the sea of blankets on the 


bed while Richie dealt with him. 


"Have you seen Jon?? He was supposed to be in makeup an hour ago?" Doc bellowed. He was a little guy, but he 


sure was loud. 


"No," Richie lied convincingly. "Ill find him and send him down" At least the next round of interviews were being 


held in the hotel. Doc seemed satisfied and stomped away. 


Richie made sure the deadbolt was on the door, and walked back to Jon and pulled the sheets and blankets off 


of Jon. He whistled and admired his work - Jon was covered in still forming welts and bruises. 


"Jonny, you're going to have to be careful the first couple nights not to yank your shirt off as soon as you 
come off stage." Jon nodded. Richie was always working to protect him. 


Richie sat down on the bed, with his back up against the headboard. "Come here," he said, and reached for 
Jon's hand. Jon had laid over Dorothea's lap before. She'd laid over his a few times - but he had never, ever 


spanked her hard. 


This was.. more intimate. Jon looked at the floor, back at Richie, and extended his hand. He let Richie guide him 


over his lap and into a comfortable position, even with a pillow for his head on one side. 


Jon paused as he snuggled into the pillow and raised his ass for Richie. Richie had never spanked him in such a 
purely sexual way. It was always with such heavy S€M undertones, which worked well for the two of them. 
But Jon had to admit, this felt really nice, too. 


Jon's bare ass was bruised, with some dark purple and blue bruises still forming. Some of the studs on Richie's 
belt had left angry red marks on his ass and across the junction of his hips and thighs. Richie traced the 
edges of those marks gently. Jon raised his ass invitingly. 


Please, sir," Jon said quietly. "Please spank me." 


Jon put his head down on the pillow and welcome the sting of Richie's open hand on his bare ass. He was sore, 


sure, but being spanked like this was different. He could stay in this position all day, it was so comforting. 


Richie spanked him slowly, thoroughly, occasionally pausing to spread Jon's cheeks and touch him gently and 
teasingly. Jon was getting wildly turned on, while Richie continued the slow, methodical spanking, striking harder 
and harder as he went. 


Richie stopped, and started tracing the welts on Jon's back. Some of them were pretty dark, and pretty deep. 
Often times, as Jon came off the stage his first act was to strip off his shirt and put a clean, dry one on He 


couldn't do that for probably the next two weeks. 


Richie loved using the strap on Jon. It was such an intense trust between the two of them, and it wouldn't be 
something he'd use regularly while they were on tour - for a host of reasons. He didn't want Jon's head going 


there, and he didn't want the marks were the two biggest reasons. 


Richie turned Jon over and helped him settle with his head in Richie's lap. He turned and faced Richie, with his 
blue eyes full of adoration and desire. Richie ran his fingers through Jon's hair and gasped as Jon took his cock 
into his mouth. 


Instead of closing his eyes and facing down like he usually did, Jon kept his face resting on Richie's thigh so 
that he could take Richie's cock into his mouth while still keeping his eyes open and watching his lover's face. 


They certainly didn't always see eye-to-eye, but Jon knew he'd never love another person the way he loved 


his Richie. 


An Unexpected 3some 


Author's Notes: 
Mild SM. 


That same night, Jon moved into a separate suite. Dorothea would be in Vancouver late tonight. Doc had made 
it clear she was not to find herself in all the photographs -- which she was fine with. She enjoyed her 
peaceful and relatively anonymous life. Jon hated it because of the implications behind it - the management and 


record company both thought he would lose appeal with his young, female, fan base. 
Again, he felt like he had to fight to be appreciated for his music, not just his ass, hair and eyes. 


One of the managers suggested that Jon lose the chest hair for the next round of photos. He looked like a 
hairy dog at only 24, more hair on his chest and back than most of the band members had on their entire 
bodies, including the crazy high frizzed hair on the top of their heads. Richie's chest was almost completely 


smooth, he was saved from this discussion. 
After all, women wax all the time, right? 


Yeah, no. Jon's pain tolerance was high (thank you, Richie, he muttered), but this hurt more than anything he'd 
ever felt. He was left curled up in a ball, screaming obscenities and canceling all the interviews till tomorrow. 
Doc slipped him some painkillers and a sleep aid and Richie took Jon upstairs to Jon's new suite. He curled up 


next to him and they both passed out. 


Richie has been fully dressed, and Jon had his jeans on. Which was a damned good thing, because Dorothea had 
picked up a key at the front desk and walked on in. 


She wasn't upset - just caught off guard. Richie put his calloused index finger to his mouth and shushed Dot. 


"Doc gave him something to sleep, I'm not sure what it was. And painkillers." 
"What the hell for??" 


"They decided to wax his chest" It was a good thing Jon was sleeping because Dorothea could not keep from 
laughing. "He lost his shit." 


"| bet," Dorothea chuckled. He should be sheared not waxed. She curled up on the other side of Jon and 
wrapped her arms around him. He was barely conscious but Richie could see how he melted into her arms - in 


a way he doubted that he ever would with him. 


The sheet only came up to mid-chest, so Dot was able to see the still forming colorful bruises on his back. 


"He let you hit him on his back?" she uttered with surprise. 
"Yes, his idea, mostly. The managers have put him through hell this week." 


"Strap?" 

Richie nodded. 

"Will you get it for me?" 

Richie did, and laid it beside the bed on the nightstand. 


"Hitting his back takes him to some dark places. | don't want him to go there again, this close to the first 
show." Richie was sincere and compassionate in his request, but knew Dot could do whatever she wanted. She 


grabbed the strap and lay it in front of his face on the pillow, then gently started to wake him up. 


"Wha? What day is it? What time is it? Whoa, what is that doing there?" Jon would never ever be a morning 


person. 


"Jon, | want to take that strap to your bottom. And then I'm going to roll you over and fuck you, which Richie 


watches." 


In any other circumstances, Richie might have been jealous, or even uncomfortable. It wasn't like they had 


never had 3somes on the road - just always with random girls. 


Jon rolled over onto his tummy and Rich was impressed with the gusto that Dorothea put into the I2 or so 
stripes with the strap. Jon was quickly in tears (not hard when he was just waking up). She rolled him over, 
disrobed and mounted him. She fucked him good and hard until she was done. Then she turned and looked at 
Richie. 


Shock, bewilderment... transported to a different planet maybe? But Rich understood what she was implying. He 
grabbed a condom while she turned down back onto his stomach. He dropped his jeans quickly, and with no lube 
entered Jon. He couldn't resist smacking his sore and bruised ass as he fucked him. 


Jon buried his head in the pillow and thought - this is his best dream worst nightmare come true. 


He went back to sleep as Dorothea and Richie went to talk to management about making sure their rockstar 


got enough sleep in the next few days. 


Quiet morning with Dorothea 


Author's Notes: 
No BDSM. 


Jon had suffered through another round of makeup, having his hair teased to all lengths and enough aqua net 


hair spray to create his own hole in the ozone layer. 


Finally alone in their suite, Jon was wearing nothing but loose fitting sweat pants. Had Dot not packed them, he'd 
probably still be running around in skin tight jeans. 


They ordered in pizza, which was the most normal thing Jon had done in weeks. He turned the TV on and stuck 
the Breakfast Club on, a movie he has yet to actually see despite its popularity. 


His mouth full of pizza, he looked over at Dorothea "Was it awkward?" 

"Not at all" she smiled. "Not something I'd want to do regularly, but that was fun’ 

"| want you to keep the strap. 

"| know, Jonny, | know" He got the impression Mom and Dorothea had been spending some time together. 

"| never knew what | did that Dad would get so mad at me," Jon muttered in a rare moment of weakness. 
Dorothea chuckled. "Your mouth. And you're smarter than he is; that's hard for any parent” 

"Think we will make decent parents? 

"| do, but life will have to change. Ride this train as long as you can, though. IFs going to give us the future 
we've always dreamed of. And | know you, Jon, marrying me will not be a death sentence. | will always let you 


be you, as long as you come home to me." 


Jon was speechless. He needed to hear that after this morning, and after the record execs had been on his 


case to keep his love life a secret. 
"Was it weird to watch?" 


"Not even a little. It was harder for Rich | think. | know I'm going to go shopping for strap-ons soon" Jon kissed 


her. 


How did he get so lucky the first time around??? 


Opening Night 


Author's Notes: 
No BDSM. 


Not only was it their first headline show, it was a sold out arena. Jon was on edge, high-strung, and sucking 
down coffee for his voice and popping whatever Doc was feeing him - some form of Adderall or Ritalin, Jon 


suspected. This was the fist of 200+ shows, and they had a long way to go. 


Richie hugged Jon and fist-bumped him as he walked up the stairs onto the stage. He was the last one to go 
up before Jon. They were still perfecting the system that would push he, Jon and Alec up through the stage 
at the same time - Obie was hoping it would be ready at the next show. He kissed Dorothea deep and 
passionately, so glad that she was here for them on this historic trip. 


They were still opening for Judas Priest on this leg, and Jon was not a fan - it was just an odd mix of music 
styles, especially for the time. Jon didn't know until that show that he found out Rob Halford was gay. He saw 
the disdain on crew staff, press, etc, as they suspected but would not be able to confirm for another 12 
years or so. That terrified Jon. Jon worried that Rob's "gaydar" might pick up on him and Richie. 


What was stranger was that the last time they were about to become the headline act for Judas Priest! It 
seemed surreal, and Jon was also worried about being able to keep the fans "up" when they might have been 
there just to see the main act. He would hate to see the stadium empty as he took the stage. 


It had taken him forever to agree on a setlist - and as the headlining act, he was determined to go |5 hours. 
That's a lot of songs, roughly IB - and he'd need down time talking to help his voice get a break. Doc slipped 
him some kind of caffeinated gum before he went on the stage. It worked, without some of the longer term 


aspects of the other things that Doc would occasionally offer. 


He kept hot tea with bourbon in it on Tico's drum stand. And a bottle of cold seltzer water. He was such a 
New Yorker at heart. 


Jon needed the alone time. He stretched, he stroked his cock till the point of edging, he screamed and bounced 
around the locker room like a teenager. He pounded his fists into the walls until they hurt. 

Finally he heard the call "Band on Stage! Band on Stage!" He waited till all 4 members were on the stage and the 
lights went down before he ran up from below the stage and broke into Bad Name immediately. 40,000 fans 


were on their feet and screaming at the top of their lungs. He had made it. 


He didn't really want to do an encore tonight, because he wanted to leave his fans starving for more, literally. 


He wanted to hear the cheers, the begging, the screaming - and he got his wish. They screamed, threw their 


shirts, bras, panties - you name it on the stage. He went back out onto the stage and felt like he was on the 
top of the world There was no going back now - he wanted to be doing this for the rest of his life. 


Vancouver to Calgary 


Author's Notes: 
No BDSM. 


Jon came off the stage and immediately pulled off his trench coat and reached for his shirt tail to remove his 
t-shirt. Richie put a quick hand on his shoulder and Jon remembered. 


His mom and dad were back in the locker room, and beaming with pride, from ear-to-ear. Jon couldn't 
remember the last time he saw his dad so proud of him - or of anything, really. He was beaming, and now, so 


was Jon. 


Doc had to usher the band out of the venue though, and he couldn't do more than a quick hug and kiss to 
both his parents and his brothers. And Richie's parents. Dorothea jumped in the limo with him - the only one 
allowed in there aside from his assistant, who was not in there this time. Dot didn't mind Jon sleeping around, 
obviously, but she would have been much happier if his assistant had been male. That sort of close bond could 
be dangerous. She was seeing what was unfolding in Bruce Springsteen's marriage back home. Jon wasn't that 


big, yet, but he was unabashedly more attractive than Bruce. Not that she was biased. 


Doc slipped something into Jon's pocket as they climbed into the limousine and he sucked them down with a 
swig of Jack Daniels. Dot looked at him, but didn't ask. They weren't headed to back to a hotel, instead, on the 
bus and onto Calgary. A long trip, but it didn't make sense to fly just yet - that was coming as soon as they 
were back in the US. 


And at least on the bus, it was just Jon, Dorothea, and the driver. That peace and quiet was wonderful. And 
Jon needed the quiet to balance out the damned ringing in his ears. It would take almost 20 years before they 
could change sound engineering enough that both his and audience ears would no longer ring for 8-12 hours 


after a show. 


Maybe that was one reason he didn't like going back to a hotel room alone - the ringing in your head when 


you're alone, could drive a person mad. 


Jon curled up on the bed in the back and passed out. Dorothea almost wished he would *stay* sore, as he 
slept so much better. But she was well aware that he pushed his body a little too hard. And she had no idea 
what he was taking from Doc, something that made her crazy. She could ask either of them, but it would 
result in a fight - and her limited time with Jon, she wanted to be a positive force in his life. The light in his 
eyes. That was most important to her. She'd grown up around all the bands in Asbury Park, too, and she knew 
that rockstars don't marry their high school sweethearts - not unless they change with them. She had done a 
lot of soul searching while he was off changing the music world forever, making conscious decisions to work to 


keep him. All relationships require work And Jon was no picnic.. but he was hers. And she planned on keeping 


that. 


Once they were headed overseas, Jon and Doc had made arrangements for a leased jet. But the Canadian piece 
was all buses, and Vancouver to Calgary was a long, boring, drive. But Carol and John went back to New 


Jersey, and each member had their own bus - so Dorothea enjoyed having Jon all to herself. 


He was sore from the shows. It had become a bad joke that he couldn't dance - and she could! She offered to 
teach him, to get private lessons for him - anything to get him from bouncing and jumping so much that she 
was already worrying about his knees. He'd done enough dumb crap on motorbikes and in backyard football to 
tear up his knees. 


He was sore from his "play" earlier in the week His bruises were fading, but not the ones on his back. She was 
glad the strap was in her hands - Richie wasn't likely to use anything else on his back She loved to massage 
his sore body, and watch his body respond to gentle touch. He was such a gentle man. He didn't have a hateful 
bone in his body (though, with time, he would become more jaded). 


A lot of things kept Jon edge - an endless need/desire to "win" or to prove himself. To *make it* and never 
be the small town failures he'd seen so many of still struggling to play the local bars back home. 


But he could find solace in Dorothea's arms, and Richie's presence. He needed both, without a doubt. 


Canada, Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
No sex, no BDSM. 


In Calgary, Jon and Dorothea spent the day off he had together, and then she boarded a plane home. It was 
one of the hardest goodbyes that they had been through to date. 


And what made it even harder, was that Richie was anxious for his alone time with Jon. Jon wanted alone- 
alone time. Not Richie time. And sometimes, Richie didn't quite understand that. He was the cheerful, 


extroverted one whereas Jon could easily spend days lost in his own space. Sometimes. 


But the ride from the airport was rougher than Jon expected, and he immediately asked Richie to join him on 
his bus. Jon was nearly in tears. He never cried when Dorothea left; this was new territory for both of them. 
All 3 of them, if you counted Dorothea Sometimes, as soon as she was out of sight, she was out of mind - 
especially for Richie. It wasn't that he was uncaring or insensitive - it was just necessity. He had to let it go 
and live the moments he had with Jon as just his time with Jon. "Poly" really wan't part of his understanding 
of relationships, and this was harder the deeper and deeper that he and Jon got. 


Jon, on the other hand, hyper-focused on the music when Dorothea was away. It worked well for the band, but 
at times, drove the band nuts. They had two weeks on the Canadian schedule before they headed to Asia. Jon 
loved Asia - and Asian fans seemed to adore him. Canada.. man, it was chilly at night, even in July. In Asia, 


they'd be headlining, and Jon couldn't wait. He was obsessing over the setlist every single night. 

"Jon, come to bed." 

"Rich... you know l'm working.” 

"You're not going to be working on anything if you collapse on stage tomorrow." 

"Give me like I5 minutes." Richie rolled over, fell asleep, and woke up an hour later - still alone. Jon had moved 

to the couch in their suite. He was laying on the couch, legal pad in his left hand, an old half-chewed Bic pen in 
his right. He'd fallen asleep, and his mop of hair was completely covering his face. 

Richie had brief thoughts of being mean to him. Of grabbing him and dragging him off to bed and fucking him 

senseless. But Richie had gotten so good at reading his lover, he knew when Jon needed gentle and loving. He 


leaned over and kissed him on the lips. 


"Hey captain, time for bed" Jon took his hand and let Richie lead him to bed, strip him, and tuck him in. Richie 
wanted to just lay next to his warm, naked body. 


Morning of the first US show 


Author's Notes: 
Rough sex. 
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The rest of the Canadian shows were fun, exciting - long. But they were over with quickly and the band 
zoomed through Asia as well. Before they knew it, it was September 198b. Slippery When Wet was in the stores, 


and Bad Name was on MTV. Life would never, ever be the same. 


In a period of 24 hours, Bon Jovi had hit it BIG. And they partied Oh how they partied They were just arriving 


back in the states, and Doc... well, Doc was Doc. 


He broke the news to the band. Provided ‘supplies and left the building. It was a miracle that the band could 
even function the next morning. Jon couldn't believe that Richie was awake and holding his belt in his hand. Jon 


rolled over and tried really hard to ignore him. Richie let him sleep for another half hour. 


Finally Jon had to get up to pee, and man he had a headache. On his way back to bed, he had grabbed a handful 
of aspirin and swallowed them at once. He pushed his hair out of his eyes, and tried to crawl back into bed 
without disturbing Richie - not realizing that Richie hadn't fallen back asleep. 


"Uh uh." Richie said definitively. "You're up, for at least the next few hours." 


"Oh" Jon said. He had suspected this was coming. They hadn't played since Dorothea had been in Canada. Richie 
pointed at the floor. Jon knew this meant he was to get on the floor, on his knees, with his hands behind his 
back. Richie had trained him well. Even Dorothea would admit that. 


Jon took off his pajama bottoms and knelt on the floor. He looked down at the floor. He knew things could get 
rough - they were hungover and on one hell of an adrenaline high. Those highs were easy to ride through 


some pretty painful scenes. 


He rested his head on Richie's knee, and looked up at him from the side. "I'm yours, sir. For whatever you want 


this morning." 


Richie picked his belt up off of the floor, and looped it around Jon's neck, sliding the end through the buckle - 
forming both a collar and leash at the same time. He pulled it just tight enough, and led Jon's head to his cock. 


Jon was downright hungry for Richie. It had been a crazy month, and they hadn't had a moment to slow down 
and have this kind of time together. He sucked Richie like he never had before. He kept his hands behind his 


back and let Richie guide his head, getting progressively forceful. He swallowed every drop as Richie came in 
his mouth. 


"Jonny." Richie started. That tended to be how Richie started to explain that he wanted to do something new 


or more painful than normal to Jon. 
"Sir... | Told you.. today, you can have whatever you want. | meant it." 


Richie wrapped the free end of the belt around his hand once and yanked it hard, pulling Jon up to his feet. For 


a split second, Jon felt a choking sensation and it terrified him while making him instantly hard as a rock. 


Richie led Jon to the end of the bed, pushed him over the end of it. "Stay." Jon hadn't needed that instruction, 
but he loved hearing it. The more vocal Richie was during these scenes, the more he got lost in his head, into 
Richie's voice, into Richie's every movement and breath. Richie left the belt around Jon's neck, which made him 


nervous. The strap was home in New Jersey by now, and he had no idea what Richie might be fetching. 


Richie came back with a short cane that he had picked up in a fetish store in Japan. Jon had no idea when or 
how, and hoped he hadn't gone himself.. but the sharp bite of the cane across his bare ass wiped all of those 
thoughts away. It stung. Sharply. More intensely than anything Richie had used on him before. 


"Fuck!" Jon muttered after the second stroke. But his body betrayed him as he raised his hips and pushed his 
cock farther into the sheets. He could feel the adrenaline rush already. A few more like this, and he'd be high 


os a kite. 


Methodically, Richie lay 20 cane strokes on Jon's bare ass, pausing to both admire his work and to rub Jon's 


reddening ass. 

After the 20th, Richie paused. "Jon?" 

"More, please, sir." 

"You know it's a huge show tonight. Sold out in IO minutes. Everyone is going to be on top of the world tonight" 


"| want to get there now, sir." Jon raised his ass, almost desperate for more of Richie's touch, for more pain, 


to get just a little higher on adrenaline. 


After 20 more strokes, Jon was there. Nowhere near tears or where he wanted to end up, Jon was on cloud 
rine. This was the most sexual scene he'd had in a long time. He wanted more, more, more. This would prep him 
for making love to 50,000 fans from on stage tonight at his biggest arena show ever - and in East 
Rutherford, NJ. Home. He could ride this all day and all night at the rate that he was going. 


Richie walked over to his |8-string dual-neck guitar laying in the corner of the room. He took the studded 
strap off of it, and folded it over and then wrapped it around his hand. 


Instructing Jon to lift his hands above his head, Richie climbed on top of Jon and let him feel just hard he was. 
Jon raised his hips, rubbing against Richie's erection He never wanted fucked more. But while Richie had him 


pinned down with his body and left hand, he knew he still had the guitar strap in his right hand. 


"Please, sir, please." Jon begged. God how Richie loved that sound. He cherished the submissive moments Jon 
had like this. He wanted more of this, more time together - more of everything. But he knew he couldn't have 
all of that. 


But he did have this morning. And he raised the belt with gusto and enthusiasm felt deep in his cock He 
bruised Jon's ass thoroughly with the guitar strap. Jon was thankful that Richie still had strap options... for 
some reason, they worked on his head so much better than just a belt. And he didn't want to put too much 
thought into the reasons why. 


Richie threw the strap on the floor and mounted Jon without penetrating him. He reached for the end of the 
belt around his neck and tugged it just a little snugger around his neck. He felt Jon's body tense beneath him. 
He was afraid. Not in a bad way.. in all the right ways. The crazy adrenaline. The high. The longing and desire. 


"Tell me what you want, boy." Richie growled into Jon's ear, thick with desire. He didn't want to wait. He wanted 
Jon and he wanted him now - but he got off on this high, too. And he really got off on Jon's begging. 


"Please, sir.." 

"Try again, boy." 

"Please, sir.. Fuck me. Use me. Hurt me." 

Richie shoved his hard cock into Jon's ass in one thrust. "| want you to hurt tonight. | want you to feel what 
my cock felt like right now when you're on stage tonight. | want you to feel me every time you jump, bounce, 


bend on stage tonight, so that afterward, you can get a taste of this all again" 


Jon buried his face into the sheets and took the hardest pounding of his life. 


3 shows in 3 days 


Author's Notes: 
No BDSM, no sex. 


Reasonably heavy drug use. 


After that fucking, Jon did in fact, feel every movement on stage that night. And because they had back-to- 
back shows, they would be staying in hotels tonight, not at their respective homes. He couldn't wait to get 
back beneath Richie. Somehow, Doc had scheduled 3 shows in 3 days. That worked when they were an opening 
band that only needed to do a 45-60 minute set. At 3 hours a night, and Jon's throat was constantly sore. 


It wasn't just that the shows were back-to-back, but by the time that they came down from the 
performance, slept a couple of hours, it was time to get back on the road again to get to the next location 
Even if Jon could manage to sleep on the damned tour buses, it didn't add up to more than 4-5 hours of sleep 
before he had to be at soundcheck. And being as OCD as he was, he wanted to be at the venue when his team 
started setting up the stage, too. And then he wanted to review the film from the night before and see every 
little mistake. 


After the Meadowlands show, someone started passing around weed that was laced with PCP, which Jon 
wouldn't figure out until later, when he started hallucinating on the plane one night. After they'd smoked all the 
weed, someone brought out the cocaine. No one even paused to think whether or not they *should® be doing 
it, they just started cutting lines and rolling dollar bills. 


It would be 3 days before Jon slept. Every night it was the same thing. 3 shows, 3 nights of partying. Then 
they had 3 days off. Jon had never wanted to go home more - they were in Philly, but Doc had booked 
interviews and signed on for Richie and Jon to host an hour on MTV, where Bad Name was blowing away every 


other song on the charts. 
So close, but so far away. Jon liked that line, knowing he'd turn it into a song. A song he never sang, but sold. 


As they checked into the hotel, Jon started to crash. Endorphins were gone. He was sober, mostly. And hadn't 
eaten in probably two and a half days. He headed straight to the hotel bar and asked them for a hot toddy. 


The hot tea felt amazing on his sore cords. 


He could have fallen asleep at the bar, he was certain of it. He dragged his tired ass up the stairs instead of 
going up | flights of stairs. Ok, maybe he was still riding the endorphin high. 


It's hard to explain how endorphin rushes feel, unless you have something that it relates to in the other 
person's life. Jon used the analogy of jumping out of an airplane whenever anyone in the band questioned any of 


the crazy shit he did. For the most part, the band didn't really question him - Teek would often check in with 


him, in almost a fatherly role. He was older, and had already played in a few bands that went under due to 
drugs and alcohol - including his own alcohol use. He didn't drink often, but when he did, he'd drink two bottles 
of Jack Daniels and turn into a mean drunk and start fights. Jon tried to get him to only drink privately - in 
one of their rooms or suites, because he was terrified that they'd get bad press. 


A little winded and a lot exhausted, Jon paused as he held the hotel key in his hand before opening the door. He 
had never seen his hands so calloused And he'd cut his finger on a C string the other night - and now, it 
suddenly hurt. He was quickly learning that the endorphin drop got more significant if he stayed "up" for more 
than a couple of days. 


Richie heard him drop his keys and opened the door. 


They had two beds in their suite this time, and Richie had already turned one down for Jon. He stripped him 
down, threw him into the shower, and found some pajama bottoms for him to put on. Then he heard a loud 


bang in the bathroom. Jon had fallen/passed out in the shower. 

"Dammit, Jonny." he muttered as he pulled him, and starting drying him as he started to come to. 

After he was in his pajamas, with clean soft hair and not a matted mess, Jon sat down on the bed. He was 
exhausted in every sense of the word. Richie handed him a group of pills. Jon swallowed them, not even asking 
what they were. 

When he finally woke up, some 14 hours later, he learned Richie had given him ambien, ativan, benadryl and 
quaaludes. A combination that with everything else he'd done over the last few days could have killed him. He 
was furious. And quaaludes were coming out of favor already - they weren't as easy to get as they had been 
when he was in high school. So he knew exactly where they came from - Doc. 


When Jon woke up, Richie had jumped in the shower. Jon was pissed, and walked right into the bathroom. 


"We need to talk." 


5-on-l 


Author's Notes: 
Heavy BDSM and drug discussion. 


The drugs. 


Richie had mis-heard Doc when Doc had given him meds to put Jon to sleep for an evening - only when he 
was so sleep deprived that he was making everyone crazy did Richie offer them to him. Thinking Jon knew 
what he was doing - Richie didn't hear "Pick two of these and give to him at once. But don't ever give him all 
4 at once." 

Doc was no pharmacist, but he pretty much kept all the meds for the band in his room. And he kept 
something close to a Tam-Tpm schedule so he was around most of the time if someone needed something - 
with one exception When Jon had set down the rules for this tour - his biggest one was no work after Ipm. 


A lot of his staff hated this rule. If you were late filing for a press deadline? There wasn't any way that you 
were going to get Jon to break his own rule for you to get an exception to his. Now, had it been an emergency 
- that would have been fine. At this point, because it was too hard on the Bongiovi family, they had chosen 
Doc as the one who would tell everyone if the ‘boys' (as Jon's mother still called them) needed to be brought 


bad news. 


The 5 guys in the band knew about Jon and Richie. Intimately, at this point. They were not allowed to bring it 
up unless one of the two of them asked. It wasn't something that should be speculated on, reported on, or 
even thought about - but Jon was no dummy. He was a reporter's dream if he could be cornered out 
somewhere alone. He was too polite to walk away. But unless you wanted to be on the receiving end of 
punishment from both of them, you sure as hell had better never say to Jon, "But Richie said -" or in some 


cases, "but Jon said." 

That statement would get you a nice long session with both of their belts. Well, if you were Jon or Richie 
Now, there was a different collective in the room: all 5 band members, and Doc. What the fuck 

David stood up. "Sit, Jon" 

It had to be one of the 4 to bring it up. David got elected this time, it appears. He was going to be the 


moderator for this mess. 


Jon did a double-take and sat down next to Richie. He was baffled. He had done something and didn't remember 
it. 


"Richie, what drugs did you give Jon last night?" David was more pissed than anyone. That made Jon very, 
very nervous. He hated feeling out of control - like that there should be some memory there but he just kept 
trying to reach for it. 


"Check with Doc.. | don't know, honestly" Jon answered for both of them. Jon was a lot of things, but he wasn't 
a liar. And any time he dared try to lie to someone close to him, he failed miserably. He had been an expert at 


lying, until Dorothea and Richie entered his life. 


It really wasn't even that Richie was naturally more dominant - it was that Jon trusted and respected Richie. 


Jon held any kind of trust very close to his chest when shit happened. 


Jon looked over at Doc. He had no idea. Doc detailed what he had given both of them, what time he had given it 


to them, and any cautions he gave with it. 


"Did you know about the cocaine?" Doc asked David. Jon thought the evidence to that had been approached, 


since no one was high at the moment. 

"No, Jon didn't tell me." 

"Richie, did you know?" 

Richie nodded. He'd been right next to Jon, sharing, 


Tico was done with this QA session. He walked over to David, and motioned for him to sit down. He pointed to 
the door for Doc. He nodded, message received, and walked out. TT went over to the closet where Jon and 


Richie always kept their "toys" and safe sex supplies. 


Tico picked up the heavy corian paddle. This thing was long, unforgiving and too harsh to use for anything 
other than this exact situation "5/5/5/5/0 rule." 


Only one was getting his ass whupped tonight. Jon was puzzled. Ok, he didn't remember snorting last night. No 
idea what he did do, but it seemed like it couldn't be that they were *this*® mad over his drug use. Something 


serious happened, surely! 


Jon dropped the paddle and the condoms and lube on the bed. He took the paddle from Tico and gave it to Dave. 
Dave had voted for Jon to get his ass kicked before, but he'd never participated. He looked at Jon, walked over 
to him and hugged him tight. 


David looked at Jon and said "Sorry, they have my vote." Jon was shocked when David and Alec walked out the 
door. Making it officially 5-on-l. Meaning who ever took all his other beatings first, get an additional 5 as 
determined and would get his own last. And Jon was that person in this group. 


It was now Tico, Jon and Richie. 


They had joked that sometimes, Tico was like father to them - but not when he didn't have his own vices in 
check. For the ‘boys' - he'd been sober about 4 months. 


And in that time, he knew he'd broken Jon a few times in that role. 
"Jon, anything you want to say to Richie?" 
Jon looked over at Richie and shrugged... "| didn't know...” 


Tico stopped him. "No. You two have been at this for awhile and we've ignored it - until one of you almost got 
caught with cocaine last night. You found your way back here with the help of a hotel employee." 


Last night was coming back to Jon in pieces. He remembered the drugs. He remembered how pissed off Richie 


had been at him. Jon was uncomfortable sitting there with just a towel around his hips. 


Tico looked at Richie and told him to get dressed. You could have heard a pin drop in the time it took Richie to 
find a pair of sweatpants, dry off the rest of the way. 


5/5/5/5 was when all 4 members of the 5 person band were pissed at one. The other 4 shared the 
responsibility for deciding what punishment was going to be given. 5/5/5/5s were almost always the hardest 
scenes they did - and were very rare on the road. 4-0 was you've pissed just Jon off, and therefore carried 


the rest of the band into a Bad Day. 
Jon needed to hear it. Richie was going to turn on him. 


"| wouldn't have given you meds to come down if you had been honest with me, and | surely wouldn't have 


added ambien into the mix." 


Jon nodded. He wouldn't have either, if he had been making rational decisions. He ran his hand over the smooth 
handle of the corian paddle. "Teek?" 


"You're going to be with just me for the next 20 minutes," Tico waited for Richie to grab his sweats and head 
into one of the adjoining rooms. He shut the door behind Richie. 


This was the first time Tico had punished just Jon. Jon was beyond nervous. 
Twenty minutes with a drummer in a rock n roll band? Jon looked down at the floor and waited, and winced. 
The last time he and Richie had been in trouble together with Tico, Jon had trouble sitting down for more than 


a day. And he got the impression he got a much lighter scene than Richie had. 


‘lm not going to lecture you, boss. You know how | feel about the mixing of drugs. I've lost members of other 


bands to drugs." Tico knew that Jon wasn't going to make any excuses. And the fact that he still called Jon 
"boss"... they both just accepted it. 


Jon didn't want to be argumentative - and make life harder for himself. Or at least these next 20 minutes. 


"How do you want me?" 
Tico rest his hands on his belt buckle. 


Jon bent over the edge of the bed, and tried to find a comfortable position he thought he could hold. He 
expected that TT would be harder on him than Richie would. That's why he was in the position he was. They all 
knew enough. Richie would back down from *real* punishment if it were Jon and others. He was his roughest 


when Jon had pissed just him off. 


Tico didn't say another word as the belt came out of his pants. He held the buckle end into his hand and 
wrapped the belt around his closed fist. Jon's bare ass showed evidence that he had been hit on his ass pretty 
recently - but again, TT had never really cared too much about this side of Jon, unless Jon was just being a 


complete pain in the ass to live with and work with. 


After a few minutes with the belt, in slow, steady paces - TT was ready. He put his belt down, and told Jon he 


was not allowed to move. And that if he cried, TT was going to make him suck his cock. 
Jon was wildly confused by the statement. Intrigued, but confused. TT picked up the heavy paddle and swung it 
across Jon's ass with gusto. He gave 8 hard ones in about 3 seconds. Jon was already starting to struggle. 


Just when he thought he might be done, TT reached for Richie's guitar strap. 


Fuck. 
Fuck fuck fuck. 


"Teek?" 


He wanted so much to tell Tico what this would do to him. Using the strap Jon would put him in a horribly 


submissive state. 
"Jonny, how many secrets do you think all keep?" 
"None" 


"Not given enough time. You scared the shit out of Richie and Doc last night. And for fuck's sake, those two 
have done more drugs than you and | combined these last few years." Jon #really* didn't need the lecture. He 


knew everything he was feeding him. Hell, he'd had a similar conversation with Doc about Richie, too, recently. 


"Teek, | don't think | can hold still for this." He eyed that paddle and just had visions of Tico blistering his ass. 
"They gave you 20 minutes?" 


That was a long time. Usually when it was 2 or 3 on |, the absolute limit was a 20-minute nonconsensual scene. 


Tico nodded. There was a big "if" that neither of them could voice. 

"Richie can do whatever he wants later, and the rest of us will never know." Jon nodded. He figured that Tico 
wouldn't punish him sexually. (Though he had threatened a number of times lately that he was going to whip 
Jon's ass if he kept wearing spandex pants to soundcheck) 

"Get your belt for me, I'll tie your hands for you." 


Jon was suddenly very aware of the fact that he was only wearing gym shorts. 


Tico had pulled a chair away from the desk, and had Jon bend over the desk. He fastened his belt to one of the 
far legs after he had securely bound Jon's hands. 


He picked up Richie's guitar strap. 


For the next IO minutes, Jon took one hell of a whipping on his ass. Jon's legs were spread wide - to make 


more room for the belt to wrap. To make him more vulnerable. He heard Tico's zipper. 
Wait, what?l?! 


Suddenly Tico was standing in front of him, his cock out and in Jon's face. Jon closed his eyes. "You really 


thought, | wouldn't, didn't you?" 
Jon nodded 

"How many people work for you, or some organization you now own as part of this four?" 

"Roughly 200. 

"Yeah." Jon didn't open his eyes. He let Tico use his mouth, and use it hard. He knew that people in the other 
room could hear everything and they would *imply* what happened during the long silence. Tico came quickly, 


hard and grabbed the paddle. 


The first blow hurt like hell. Jon couldn't help but cry out. Tico pulled no punches. His swats were wide, hard 
and on target. "I'm taking my I5 minutes. Richie has a timer." 


The Punishment 


You wouldn't have known that Tico and Jon had never been down this road before. TT seemed to know exactly 
where every button was - and how to push it - almost to the point that Jon briefly wondered how much 
Richie, Dave, Doc had to do with it. Then he was reminded that TT was plenty smart on his own, plenty 


observant. 


Tico beat him like he had one thing on his mind: saving the band from doom if Jon continued down this path. He 
had given Jon additional reasons why he was getting his ass kicked, but that one didn't even need voiced aloud. 


Jon heard the timer go off on Richie's phone. He didn't expect Richie to be that close. He expected to be 
absolutely shattered by the time that Rich was allowed back in the room. He was sore, and pretty sure he 


wanted to make guitar picks out of this paddle and never, ever see it again - but he wasn't shattered. 


TT leaned down. "I'm cutting it short 5 minutes. | want to give Richie those 5 minutes." 
Fuck. 


Any bravery Jon had mustered flew out the window. Tico kissed the top of his head and never untied Jon 
Richie came in the side door to the suite while TT walked out the front. Neither of them wanted to bond over 
this experience. TT intervened because he didn't "play" with Jon - and Jon would get the message loud and 


clear. 


Jon turned into a blubbering idiot from the minute that Richie picked up that paddle. At first, Richie wasn't 
even sure he'd *use* this paddle. But he saw just how terrified of it that Jon was. He held the paddle, without 
striking Jon, but looking directly at his ass. His ass and the back of his thighs were rough - covered in old, new 
and still forming bruises. 

Richie sat the paddle across Jon's lower back and untied him. 

"You've got 5 minutes coming." 

"Yes, sir, | know." 

Richie looked at him, looked at the paddle. "If | put the vote to them, what are they going to say?" 

"The paddle. Hands down." 

Richie dropped the paddle onto the bed. Jon's belt was there, and so was Tico's. He decided he wanted his belt, 


even though it wasn't smooth leather. He showed Jon that his hand was on his own belt, then walked into the 


adjoining room. Tico, Dave and Doc were all lurking. 


"Guys? You can go." 
"But we promised Jon -" 


‘lm going to go with the decision that he doesn't need you all to check in with him after me. You know what 


I'm going to do, give or take. Give us privacy, and he will make the rounds later, after he sleeps more." 


For the most part, the group was content that Jon had been punished. They didn't know the exact ending, and 
that really worked out best for all involved. No one was going to sit around and say that they were going to 


take glee in seeing Jon's bruised ass. It's not like he tried to keep it a secret anymore. 


Richie escorted everyone out of the suite, and made sure that the privacy lock was set from the inside. He 


walked back to Jon, and put the paddle back on his lower back. 

‘Jonny, I'm going to give you the 5 minutes." 

Jon nodded, figuring that Richie wasn't going to let him get away with anything. Jon stood up, and tried to 
prepare himself. He saw Richie's hand, still resting on his belt buckle. This wasn't the KoS strap, but it was just 
as bad. More metal on it. Jon took off Richie's belt, and handed it to him. Richie shook his head - thought he 
loved seeing Jon take someone else's belt off - he wanted Jon's belt. 

Jon waited. He laid back down on the bed, face down. 

‘lm taking my 5 minutes with your belt, on your ass. Then, | will use my KoS strap on your back until | am 
done." Jon put his head down, into his bent arms. This was the worst-case scenario for Jon - at least as far 


as Jon was concerned. The only thing that would make this far worse was if his brothers let it slip to his dad.. 


oh fuck. 
"My dad..." Jon started. 
"No. He doesn't know, and he won't" Thank God. "You aren't I5 anymore." 


Jon seemed ready to continue debating when he was getting what. Richie was done with that. He wanted his 


five minutes. Then he was going to take his own strap to Jon's back and fuck him senseless. 

He stripped naked before picking up Jon's belt. He made sure that Jon both saw and felt his erection. After 
Jon's ass was completely covered in bruises, Richie helped him to his feet - and shoved him immediately up 
against the wall, 

"Fight me. | dare you." 


Jon wanted to. He was so sore. He'd already cried more than once today. "Take your tank top off." 


Jon obeyed. And turned and faced the wall. Naked, sore, he was crying by the 3rd blow to his back. And by the 


Sth, he was pleading with Richie. Finally, Richie paused. Jon turned towards him, and just collapsed into Richie's 


arms. 
Richie led him over to the bed and let him cry it out - not something he had personally done much of. It took 
longer than he expected, and Jon wanted to finish his punishment by taking Richie - wherever Richie wanted. 
Richie took his jeans completely off and shoved Jon back up against the wall. 

"Think | was going to go easy on you when | fucked you???" 


"No, sir!" And Jon hadn't. 


Richie grabbed the strap and went all-in on Jon's back again. Jon eventually crumpled to the floor and was met 


again with Richie's cock in front of his face. 
He didn't back down. 


Now, to find out what Jon did that he was willing to take punishment that far without turning in Richie... 


Dinner and Waiting 


After Jon had fallen asleep, Richie snuck out and across the hall. He expected everyone to be in Tico's suite - 
and they were. Richie just nodded, confirming that he'd done what they wanted - and also respected Jon's 
privacy (as much as it could be at this point). 


As he was turning to walk out the door and back to Jon, TT let his hand stay at Richie's waist as he "helped" 


him out the door. "I know," Richie said. "Let him come down first." 

Jon always slept hard - and even moreso after a scene. Richie didn't really expect to see him up tonight - he 
figured they'd actually be on their own for a couple of days. Richie let Jon sleep on the bed, while he turned 
on the all-westerns, all-the-time channel. He thought Jon might go all night, after not sleeping well the last few 
days anyway. 

But just as the sun was starting to go down, which they had a front-row seat for from their 10th floor 
suite, Jon started to stir. Richie ordered room service - and wine. A lot of wine. By the time Jon had woken up, 
showered, and found sweats and a loose t-shirt to crawl into, the room service had arrived. He let the porter 
open and pour two glasses of wine before tipping heavily and arranging for a late pickup of the table and cart. 
Jon stood, looking down at the dinner that Richie ordered - and said quietly, just "hi." 

"Do you want to sit?" 

"Not yet," Jon smiled. He was in a good mood, at least for now. "I think you can safely assume, | won't want to 
for a day or so. The hot shower felt really amazing." Jon drank his glass of wine down a little too quickly, and 
reached for a breadstick. "Are we expecting anyone else?" 

"No. We are on our own till the next show." 

"Oh." Jon was surprised - if for not other reason, he knew that Tico owed Richie a blistered ass as well. 

"You didn't say anything." 

"Neither did Tico." 

"Neither of you want to get your ass kicked by me, or in front of me." 


"Bingo." 


Jon had never, ever struck Tico. It would be like slapping his own father, in Jon's head. Even though he had 
professionally separated TT out on his own. 


"How?" 


"Tico told me that he trusted me to come clean with you. That if you were taking this beating, there was 


probably a lot he didn't know - and didn't want to know, especially where | am concerned." 
"Richie, you didn't have to..." 


Jon understood that Richie's complicated relationship with Jon was a sore spot with some of the other band 


members. More with David than with the older two. 
"No, | didn't. But | knew that you'd take every inch of what TT and | threw at you." 


"And | did. Happily. | was long overdue, only you will get me there - even with TT there. And well, no one ever 
tries with you - unless I'm involved" Jon actually liked the structure they had - no one would dare question 
Richie without Jon right there - too often, Richie was verbalizing what Jon wanted anyway - which caused 
more of a 2-3 split than they had predicted when first figuring things out with the band - 3 albums ago. Jon 
knew that things needed to change - he just hadn't figured out what else needed to change. 


"Why?" 


"Because | wasn't paying enough attention, Jonny. | was sober when we'd gotten the drugs from Doc. If you 


can't be honest about your consumption with everyone, you at least need to be able to trust me." 


Jon knelt beside Richie, resting his butt close to his heels, but not touching yet. He put his head on Richie's 


knee. 


“Tomorrow morning. Let's just set aside tomorrow, whenever we wake up naturally." 


Richie Bottoms. 


Jon stayed at Richie's beck and call all evening - just as he would have if he didn't know that Richie would be 


bottoming in the morning. 


Jon was really sore, and it was impossible for him to sleep naked and not push his hot-to-the-touch ass up 


against Richie. "boy.." Richie muttered, still asleep. "Are you sure you can take what you're offering?" 


"Yes, Sir." Jon quietly pulled the sheet up to his shoulders. He was sure, but he wasn't sure if Richie would 
want to hit him again. He wasn't sure he could take that. He had hoped that Richie would just want to use him 
sexually. Before Jon could even respond, he was flipped over onto his stomach and Richie was pushing his cock 
between Jon's ass cheeks. 


So much for a warm-up. Jon buried his face into his pillow and took his pounding again. 


Richie felt a little bad that a simple touch from Jon had been all it took to get him started again. Richie 
doubted that Jon knew the truth. And he wasn't really looking forward to that conversation already, and 
certainly not any physical punishment Jon was inclined to do. He was most definitely not in that headspace right 
now. 


It was quiet in the room when Jon slept. 


It seemed to be an appropriate tone across the band. You let him sleep when he's able to sleep. You didn't poke 


the bear. 


So for now, Richie sat on the couch and watched ESPN news while he waited for Jon to wake up. 


Jon rolled out of bed a little before llam. Richie tossed Jon's breakfast into the microwave. It almost felt a 
little - domestic! - in their suite. Jon had run a brush through his hair - and put on sweats and a sweatshirt, 


a mismatch of the Giants and the Patriots. 


He really need to swap out his wardrobe so it didn't look like he was wearing the same 5 outfits every week 
Oh wait, he was. Sometimes, he could push it out to 3 weeks, if he kept wearing his jeans day after day. The 
hairbrush through his matted and over sprayed hair was a bad idea. Now it was standing about 6" above 


where he normally stopped. 


Richie sitting on the couch looked so much bigger than Jon. He wasn't, really, just a little taller. And Jon worked 
out far harder than Richie ever did. Richie just didn't care about the female fans the way Jon did - he cared 


how his guitar solos were ranked in the guitar magazines. They all needed their pet projects. 


Most of the band - including Richie - spent a lot of their time wandering/socializing with the fans. Jon spent 
his free time working on logistics for the band, dates, and travel plans. Not today though. He'd been convinced 
that he needed a couple days of no tour business/no business at all. He didn't think he had *quite* earned the 
beating he'd taken in the last 24 hours, but he certainly understood where they were coming from - it wasn't 
5 of them anymore, and he had to be smarter. And just like when he was a kid, he rationalized the whipping in 
much the same way: if anyone knew what was going through his head on a given day, there would be a line at 
bedtime, every night, wanting to kick his ass. He would never be a saint. And most importantly - had zero 
desire to be that public figure. If for no other reason, it would be crazy lie. That would implode eventually, he 


was sure. 


Jon eased onto the couch next to Richie, hurting even more than he had expected when sitting on barely used 
hotel room couch. He ate his breakfast, and watched the sports shows for a good half an hour before uttering 
anything important to Richie. 

"Richie - what did you do? What did you do that you didn't want Doc or Tico, or even David? to know??" 


Richie took a deep breath. 


It wasn't like he didn't know what he was about so say was going to be a big deal 
"The coke" 

"You didn't get it from Doc: 

"Correct" 


That. That would do it. Jon never wanted to see the morning paper and see his own face plastered all over it in 


some bizarre scandal - sex, drugs, women, men, music... not any of the options. 


"You didn't want them to know. You wanted it to be just me." Jon took in the importance of saying that 
statement aloud. Richie nodded. 


"It was your life | played with, accidentally. For Doc and David to drop it - without talking to you - they know. 
They have to." 


Jon walked into the other room, and called David. Richie watched Jon on the phone, and it appeared to be a 


more detailed conversation than Richie had expected. He was glad to see Jon walking back into the room, and 


was even more glad that he wasn't reaching for something to hit Richie with. 
"Why did you call David?" 


"Just in case." 


‘In case | was lying?" 
"In case you weren't telling me everything. And Rich, I've never doubted you before." 


"| would have told you. | swear." Jon just pointed to the bedroom, and didn't move until Richie stood up to walk 
into the other room. Instead of joining him, Jon poured himself a second cup of coffee. This was the first time 
in a long, long time Richie was nervous to be on the receiving end. And he hadn't had a colossal fuck-up in a 


few years. Jon was enjoying how nervous he was. 


Jon could see the paddle and the straps and belts from the night before. Oh he'd been thoroughly whupped 
yesterday. Everything hurt, even holding his coffee mug at this point. Richie was more nervous than he was 
before they came out and played an acoustic set to 20,000 people. 


Jon looked at his boyfriend.. that label fit, didn't it? It should, after all this time. He was sitting on the edge of 
the bed wearing sweat pants and a sweatshirt. Jon walked over to the other side of the bed, and picked up 
Richie's King of Swing guitar strap. He took a deep breath. This wouldn't be easy for him, either. It was one 
thing when he was switching with Richie because of drinking or a girl. Or just being stupid. This was more real. 


Richie made an attempt to keep things light. "You could just tell them..." 

"Yeah, right. How'd that work for me this week with *my* most recent fuck-up?" Jon placed extra emphasis 
on the word "my" - as he was not even pretending that Richie's behavior hadn't led to a harder beating from 
TT than Richie alone would have given him. 

"Take your sweatshirt off." 

"Jonny." 

"No. Take it off. And if | have to, I'll get TT, Alec, Doc, and David all in here." Rich nodded, and stood up and 
raised the sweatshirt over his head. Jon had never, ever hit Richie's back before. He and Jon both knew that 
he wouldn't hit Richie in front of the others. He hadn't yet. 


Jon pointed to the corner by the window. Richie understood what Jon wanted, and pulled the curtain across the 


window before he leaned into the corner and rest his head on his crossed arms. And waited. 


"Step out of your sweat pants." Richie looked at Jon, and dropped his sweats. Jon walked over to Richie, kissed 
him, and told him to turn around. Richie put his head down, and crossed his fingers at the back of his neck 


He hit hard from the beginning. He'd never used a strap on someone's back before, but found that he liked it. 


Keeping the welts in perfect lines was a new obsession. Richie stayed perfectly still as Jon hit his back all the 


way across and back again. 


Jon took a deep breath, and waited. Richie started to turn his head around when Jon let the belt swing *hard* 
against his ass. Now, Richie jumped. "FUCK!" 


"Did you think | was going to let the fact that | spent 20 minutes getting my ass kicked by Tico just slide on 
by?" 


"I'd hoped!" 

"Do you have any idea how hard he hits?!" 

"l'm getting the idea." 

With that remark, Jon hit Richie's ass *hard* and followed it up with another I0-I5 immediate blows. He 
wasn't playing now. He wanted this to hurt Richie. And he knew that if he hit just his back.. he'd spend too 


much time comfortable before the next show. 


Jon wailed on Richie's ass until his arm was tired. He didn't time it. 


Bruised 


Author's Notes: 
A moment of tenderness. 


Richie was beat. Literally. 


He hadn't taken a beating from Jon like that since the beginning. Jon had always viewed it as his .. 


responsibility.. to keep Richie in check, and there was never a need to make it physical - unless they wanted to. 
This time, Jon had reasons to punish, and he did. But he wanted Richie sore and sorry before he even tried to 
talk about them. After his beating, Richie had curled up on the sofa for awhile, and pulled away from Jon. He 
didn't want to be held or comforted. And definitely not used. Jon understood, but took it hard. Harder than he'd 
expected - even though he couldn't remember the last time he had truly punished Richie. 

Jon curled up in his sweats, finally matching with Patriots gear on top and bottom, and turned off the light in 
suite. He wanted to give Richie all the time he needed, while trying to hold it together himself. The more time 
passed, the harder it was getting. Finally, about Ipm, as Jon was starting to get hungry and wonder what they 
should do for dinner - Richie came to him. 

Richie crawled onto the bed and rest his head on Jon. Within seconds, he was sobbing quietly. 

"| didn't even think about what | was doing. | didn't even think of the risk." 

"Rich... don't. H's over. That's part of why we do what we do - to let things go." 

| don't know what I'd do without you," Richie mumbled through his tears. "lm sorry." 


"I know, Rich. | know. | love you." 


"| love you, too." 


